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PART L -Rovert Hervey Randolph,
ng New York man-about-town, leaves

hote of his sweetheart, Mudgs Van
Telltor, chngrined bocaune of hor refuss
Iis proposal of marriage  His income,
W0 @ year, which he must surrender
& ceriain Miss imogen FPanela Thorn-
mn (woom he has seen only as & small
mrl ten yoars before) 18 found, s not
®enaidered by Lhe girl of his beart ade-
Puile Lo modern necdn In o "don't care’
ood Randol W enters & taxi, unsesn by
e driver, und s driven to the stage
@oor of 4 theater A mun he Knows,
BDuke Heameor, Induces a girl 1o enter the
b HBeamer. altempting to follow, s
Pushed back by Rundolph and the oab
moves on His new acquaintiance telis
Randoiph she 1s & chorus girl, and has
et her powmition. Bhe I8 In distress, sven
Bungry, and he takes her to his apart-
Ment. There, after lunch, a chance re-
WArk convinces bhim the girl Is the fmiks-
g Pamela Thornton. He does not tell
Bber of her good fortune, bul secures her
Promise to stay In the flat until the
morning, and leaves her. In a whimsloal
mood, nlsa renlizing that the girl's reap-
nee has left him practically pennl-
, he bribes the taxl driver o et him
Sakes his Job, and leaving word with the
legal representative of the Thornton es-
Wte where ho can And Pamela, takes up
Bis new dutles under the name of “Siim
Hervey." He loves the girl, but his prids
forbids him approaching her under thelr
sbhanged cunditions

Aboit this time a serles of colnol
dences befell the young and feverel
“Falr of the olty of New York which
would have given pinse to the persons
fnvolved had they heen able to get
fogether and enmpnre the dope, Take
what happened to Miss Goeorglette
Hattone. Her peonle had piayed In
‘Bard luck and died. Georgle had se-
cured a job and was doing pretty
well at it untll young Doctor Bones
met her and gradually persunded her
that she was threatened with gallop-
Ang consumption. Onee he had fright.
ened her, the rest lookm) ensy: he
would take her out of had ventllation
nto his run-abont and the open-nir—
out of the goodness of his henrt and
JLthe fullness of his purse, he would
take enrve of hor,

He hegnn by lending her to a Neth-
erlimh Show and supper afterward,
They danced a Hitle and for the first
time In her life, byt under medieal
advies, she took something In the
way of stimulant after the Initial pret.
ty cocktall, They lesued from stpper
and it was when Mr, Chauffeur Hlim
Hervey beard the whispered address
tha! the game heepmme n_threesome,

Connting npon  the ahstraetion, or
enther, the concenteation of his fares
on Interior fittings, Dirlver Hervey
Boon switehed his enb from the char-
tered route and mede for down-town

through silent haek streets.  In jost |
den minutes he drew up at an old-
fash'oned honse in novery  quiet

Bquire. «hat off his engine to the e
and waltedl, Nt for lomg. Oy ur!

tion in medien! tones and with It a
€ry of awnkenlng from Georgle
Throueh one window she looked upon |
‘the bome of her viilldhood ;. throueh
ghe othor upen that happy ralled gar-
@Qen-squnre. which was the umbrageous
garner-close of all her dearest, purest |
and dromniest memories,

*Oh!" she gasped. “No, vou mustn't
#cold him. Thix Is Just where 1 want
fo get out and walk. [t's—ir's extraos
Qinary.” Then frem the curh, 1 mi)
be going to die of sonsumption, doe
tor, but, after all, I'd rather—rather
dle that way.”

Twist things sround & Witle ano.
Fou'll get what happened to Miss Ter
¥y de Guest with the difference that
that beautiful and hungry young wom
an who had all but turmed her back
on Settlement work and her foce to
the Great White Way, suddenly awoke
not in the moonllt embrace of Clalr
monte, but before the accusing face
of & House in Henry street,

Nor was Mr. Sllm Heryey partial
to sex In salvation. There was the
lostance of young Bertram Blossome
who shame-facedly hurried Into his
eab a palnted, wan-faced walf of the
street with self-accusing eyes. No
case this of hunted and hunter—rath-
er two strayed bits of weak humanity
driven before the unleashed dogs of
poverty and lust. How readily and
unquestioningly the boy slipped from
the cab at his howe address, miracu.
lously confused almost as by the med-
dling floger of God with one very
different! How gratefully the girl
took the possible fare and “something
over” and how her tears brimmed
when ten minutes later the blue-eyed
chaufleur o wage-earner ke herself
sald:  “Nothing doing, Sister. The
ride s on we" and prowmptly whirled
awny!

While all these lent= were en-
gaging. ench Iy uvn way, and

Ehowed a reasonsble profit to all com
cerned, Mr. Randolph looked wpon
them more or less as & means of get-
ting in Lis hand during a perlod of
Initiation. Ouce he felt sure of him-
Self and of his new chauffeuring polnt
of view and sttitude toward the w;
world from the upder side, he hmnl
% hsunt (ke pelghborbood of Kast
Ninth strect at the hour when dinpers |
&re plenty and taxls secarce.
=3wice_be saw Mies Madge Vas

s

Mis= Muadge Van Telller, upon whom
Mr. Randolph hogd aot lald eyves sines
the very definlie purilng of their ways
on the rock of rewdy envh, wne more
benutifol tonleght than at nny other
time slnee the evey ng of her eovming:
out party. The repson wins one anad
the sume.  Tonight, ux upon that oth
er, she stood within 8 threshold and
peered out on Life with o big L. A
flame wis In her cheoke and in her |
eyes; her lips were half-purted and
thirsty, her bosomn aghtated. She was
divinely dressed,

They were very stlent on thelr way
to dinner at the Knlokerbocker, bui
they exaded an nurn of tenge exXpeet
ancy that made pothing of the Rinss
barrier between them nnd the car pl
lot, who soon felt himself 1ifted and |
earried on Ity wave, Something wne |
cooking beyond a doubt and he then
and there determined to stlck a fix
through the crust of the ple Just be-
fore the smell of hurning,

There 1s nothlng more storeotyped
than n nlght run before the ft-\---r|
hounds of New York, It Is tnvariahly
a four-net play that starts with a sin
gle cockinll and a tasty dinner, goes
on to a show peppered with double
mweanings, thickens at the cabaret In
the close harmony of booze and dance
musie and finally bursis “somewhere
In the country.”

The first nct was casy for Randolph ;
he went on with the villaln und the
lending Indy, but once the revolving
door of the hotel had elucked on thelr
backs he had to withdraw to the wings
and dope out a means of evolving
from a super Into a star of the first
magnitude, He declded that It dido't
much matter who wafted the couple
from diuner to the show, but that the
next entr'act would hold the erux of
the night's entertaninment, for the cab
that secured the freight for the caba-
ret would stand a good chance of nall-
Ing It after the ball.

Consequently he was content to plck
up & guitersnipe and then trafl his
prey to the theater, “Thewm |s the
two," he sald to his ally, suborned
with the promise of two hits, eash on
dellvery, “the John with the high hat
and the dream-dame In smoke-colored
chiffon.”

“That's some name for a skirt, Cap,”
sald the extreme youth admiringly,
“an' some skirt, belleve me. Nor!
1 won't forget 'em.”

And he dido't,. No sooner had Mr.
Beacher Tremont, hearing a thistle-
down burden on his arm, swelled out
from the theater with the anxlouns look
on his face of a man with three cars
In the garage at home and no eall
number in  his left hand walsteont
pocket, than the lmp wis at his side.
"By, mister, wapter taxi? Got one
g1 the head of the lipe that I'd give
up Just to youse for 8 dime”

“Lead me to It,” sald Mr. Tremont

“Suy" sald the snipe to Randolph
as the ear Jumped, “I've took the boss
Inside on fer a friend. You wateh
yeselp"

It was & short run to the lalr of
the Alldnight Rolle, but Mr, Randolph
Wits not surprised at the double wage
he vecelved ner gt the murmured con
versation that aceompanied it P

“Wait for Me at the Seventh Avenue

Northeast Corner, Get Me?™

up your gns tank and walt for me at
the Seventh mvenue northeast corner.
Get me?”

“Sure,” grunted Mpr Randolph.
“Where to, mister?

"Greenwood hostelry,” breathed e
villain,

“I'm on,™ said My Randolph, ran
his car to the comfortably quiet pook
d&(ﬂlﬂ!l’l‘d. dug out n rosd mup of
Manbattau and vielnity, serutinized
It enrelessly and settled down to medl-
tate,

Te & select and ence aMuent few
name of the G. hostelry ahove
méntioned will bring certain vivid
recollcetions and will also place the
ehronoiory of this yarn, for the
8210 abade of revelry was too good to
last very long: it choked to death on
Its own popularity und consequent pub-
Belty. Frow the outside, even In its
bey-day, It presented 8 most innocy-
Ous appearnnce, just a renovated farm-

| celoger to her escort.

bouse stauding under 3 clump of vell-
. - -

stonll roowm an
price, twenty five hgoks in
supper nnil drinks extra,
For the heoett of those who do not
remivislver  the epoch of the ireen
wool hostelry  mnd wre eonsequently
rending on snd on In mortal deoad of
the parngraph that witl (ntroduce the
War, lel It b smld nt one . Porger 1,
Stuke ont the tay uning of the Inter
antlonal wix-up wop anothey hovnd
Ary murk tute November of (1018, g
the thue 1601 outshile of those lmits
will be found entirely sutliciont 1o the
needs of this chroniele. Let 1t further
be noted thnt 1t is eoncelvable that
n singie 'h'tl[l of the kind of  bilowsd
whieh flowed In the veinsg of Mr. IRob
ert Hervey Randolph could ever an
SWVer to the finme of slacker, proof
positive In liself thnt the events herein

isle of forgeifulness:

ndvuance,

st forth boappencd when the War
didn't.
Mr. Slm [Ilervey, chauffeur. was

St plunged In reverle when his senses
werg assplled by o whiff of lilnc. n
mere nuance of perfume, that pro
Clalmed the appronch of Miss Mudeo
Vian Tellier  He juniped out just In
tme to throw open the door of his
cab for the couple and take the mar
mured order of Mr, Bencher Tremont
“All right. Hit 1t up for Gireenwoml,”

Luckily for the cabman's entertnln
ment, his engine wns working in si
lent perfection that night. The late
hour gave him almost undispated right
of way =0 thut driving became an
antomatiec adjustment of his rolrse In
Hne with the curb and relensed his
attentlon to gorge Itsolf at lelsare
with eaves-dropping. By squirming
his shoulders he mannged to cock one
ear over the top of hie high overcont
collar; it was the ear next to the open
Bpenking-siot,

“What a drenm of a night” wld
the clear volee of Miss Van Talller.
“Shall T be a traltor to my sex und
betrny one of Its secrets to yoni"

"Please «o0," murmured Mr. Tre-
mont. From the very tone of his volce
one could divine that he had slipped
an arm around her and was holding
her close,

"Well. it's this” she continued.
“Women are not conquered by man
alone, but by man and atmosphere.
We never rush at the preciplee ; we
flutter toward It with many stops and
pauses. The ellllest breezes of Im-
pulse may earry us on or a puff of
unkind aid hold us back, It all really
depends on the man imposing his at-
mosphere so steadily that the drifting
soul of woman forgets Its Inborn title
to vagrancy and sleeplly assumes Its
enemy’s goal."

“Madge,” sald Mr. Tremont almost
earnestly, “yon frighten me. I .gever
knew you could tulk like that. You
frighten me because I have a terror
of analyzed personal relations.”

Rundolph coulid hear a faint rustling
of her rohe as though she had nestled
“I never meant
to startle you, Beacher,” her volee
continued, not quite so elear. Into its
tone had crept, hesitatingly, o trace
of unaccustomed emotion. “I was only
warmning yvou, Every man can make a
world of his arms for one womean ;
not all ean hold the Huslon to be-
yopgd pnnussiun."

“1 can, It you will only help me,”
whispered Tremont, and pansed as
though his own earnestness were tak-
Ing him by surprise.

“I wonder,” sald Miss Van Telller,
“You have played the right game.
You have never sald a vulgar thing
to me or stooped to the usunl hypo-
erisies; those are compliménts by In-
ference that have fNattered the best
that 1s in me, You have set the play
In & high plane that winning, wins
all of me; but—"

“But what?" asked Tremont.

“But there s dunger In the h.gh
flight," finished Miss Van Telller. “An
alr-pocket In your atmosphere and,
pout! all Is lost—the good In me that
you will have missed us well as the
bad that you could have won by a
baser effort.”

“What do you mean? asked Tre-
mont, no longer making the slightest
effort to hide his awnkened Interest,

"I was thinking,” said Miss Van Tel-
lter, dreamily, “that every woman Is
t Eroup of three individuals. Shall
I tell you thelr pames?

*Yes," sald Tremont,

“The first,” continued the girl, hex
volee flouting from her as though
carried on the bosom of her dream,
“1s called Flesh; the second, Spirit,
and the third—the third I-shall name
the Velled God.”

“Madge!" erled Tremont, and Run
delph, listening with all his ears, could
almost feel the elutch on his own
arms with which the man had selzed
the girl's, as though to drag her back
from her mind's far distance,

“People wonder," she continued her
mood vnbroken, “a1 the wreck of ap-
parently perfect marriages and yet
it's so simple 10 any woman that
It's amausing that | should be the Nrst
to dlsplay our vpen secrel Quly the

eemplete Yover cnn be secure of his
beloved, Beacher, He who wins her
fesh alone leaves her spirit to betray
bim, and he who wins the spirit alone
le o mortal danger of the woman of
the flesh.”

“The explanation” sald Tremont,
whimsically, “Is so feminine that It
confuses. If you had sald that each
Woman (s a trinity and must be thrice
won before a man's honor can feel

secure, understanding would be a sim-
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' to the sllence, she presently  contin-

[ and high atmosphere to cench you,
Now I know. It wis hoenusge von were |
theee, 1 chose only ta eome to Vo

waoiminn, for lte €ory esscnce I1s a de |
ferrid possession™

She paus=ed, bt as Tremont elung
verd. “The complete lover (s the man
who having eonqgiered all the helghts
of flesh and =pirit In his mlstress, |
dwells ponsclons!y In the presence of |
an undiscoversd god and gages ont |
upon o brond Inndd eternally promised !
never materinlly selzed. Few nre the
men—few ure the men—" Her volee |
trafled off as thoueh ber thonghts had |
run ahend of worde and renched fAnnl
Ity without the use of the rrpukeu‘
phraee,

“Few nare

the men who attaln to
that serene secur'ty,” Tremont fin
Ishedd for her. onls half consclous of
whot he was saving.

Rundnlinh her the rustle of
her turning to hor companion, “How
wonderful.” =he sald.  “That 18 what
I thonght, hat ofdn't any."

"Madge,” said Tremont, “what have
you done? It's true that 1 have never
stooped to hypocrisles with you s
that I have never while with yon |
spoken n vulgar  word Did  you |
think that 1 heen  Kpowingly |
wige? Wall, I haven't, 1 didn't know
until this woment whiy | chose a rare

el

hnve

rather than drag vou down to the drah
of the usial. What you hive done is
ta earry me higher than | ever mennt
to go. Yon have taken off the
beaten paih and showed me an un-
expected trensure. I'm no longer my-
self. | am cold and afraid.”

Randolph conld feel that the spenk-
er was drawing awny from the girl
and 8 moment later hig sensos were
to surpnss themsclves In additlonal
divination. “You are afraid of that
woman In me?" asked Miss Van Tel.
ller softly. “What about this onef”
And then It was that Randolph's de-
ductive antennne quivered under their
burden of Intelligence. He knew as
certulnly as though he had faced
about that an adornble Madge, tender
and wideeyed, had slipped her bare
arms arsund Beacher Tremont's neck
and klssed him on the mouth,

me

| "Oh!

Innrticulnte silonee as  he  ellmbed)
from the eab 1o ok In the face the
sum fotal of ull huoan stapidity, No
sooner hind he nllghed thun Miss Van
Telller found tersoif In volee nguin,
ol she monned. pressing ber
hunds to her eyes, nchingly  open,
“take me away from here*

“"Sure, miss," salidl Mr, Randolph
prowptly, theew In hils oluteh snd was
olf.

“Hi, you!
Driver]

D—n you! Youl

Confound

Hey |
your d-—d lmper-
tlaence! Hey! How am | going ta
ket home?  The first of these cories
Wis very pininly, the Inst very fulntly
heard by Mr. Randolph.  After them
cale down the wind something that
soumded very much like the ghost of
A wull of de poir. but the driver pald
no hewd.  is urtention was absorl il
by somerhinge quite different : the drey
sohs of a little heap of smoke-volored
chiffon.

Detonrs, subterfuges and the fines<e
of the rond-faker were swept {rom
Randolph's mind: he made stralght
for the hrldee und home, but long he-
fore they renched the river all sound
had censed to issue from the cob and
In Its stead relgned a purposeful, al
nmost mennefng  silepes, Whnt was
she thinking In there? What couln
ghe think? Why didn't she go right
on orying and keep her mind fully
occupled with tha?

A% they swept down the Ineline
from the hridee Into City Hall parie
he suddenly reallzed that he had heen
on the verge of giving himself nwny,
He half turned his hond and shouted
through the spenking-slot, “What nd-
dress, miss?"

Her volce came back to him from
very close though bher face *had
been pressed (o the gluss In an effort
1o make bim out. “At the corner of
the Avenue nnd East Ninth strest.”

Ten minutes later he drew up his
cab at the uppointed spot and reached
back to throw open the door. but kept
hig foot on the ¢luteh release, leaving
the gears in mesh, first speed ahend

All his precantions were in valn,
As he opened the cab door his cont
sleeve was selzed lu a very determined

us

Erip angd drawn inward, eatching his
elbow In a fiu-jutsy leverage that len
him the Hobson's chiolee of elther got

There was a long silence; then
came ‘Iremont’'s volee, thick and
strange to the ear. “A moment ago,”

It sald, *I was afrald for you; now
I'm afrald for myself. I am Ilike a
man who has carelessly dropped n
lighted match and finds himself with-
in the ring of a pralrie fire. 1 can
only wonder at my stupldity In think-
Ing of you In connection witl. a ensun
possession and not as a consuming
flame. You see? Already you have
burned through the thin crust of lles
that guards man from definite selzure
by woman—any woman.”

“Kiss me, Beacher,” murmured the
girl's volee as though his words had
swirled around and by her, leaving
her purpoge untouched. “Take me
and hold me carefully where no un-
kind air can drive me from you. Take
all the women In me—one by one If
you must.”

At that moment Mr. Robert H. Ran-
dolph, In the person of Slim Hervey,
chauffeur, very nearly wrecked his
four-cylinder argosy with (ts burden
of three fates, still individually and
collectively indispensable to the con-
tnuity of this yarn, He missed the
ditch by a halr's breath, eaught his
own with a gasp, returned to the mid-
dle of the brosd highway and fixed
his attentlon on n certain very definite
matter with which it hnd been more
or less constuntly concerned ever since
he bad been directed to hit It up for
Greenwood,

The road to that well-known hostel-
Fy was usefully devious and fares
were seldom worried as to how any
particular driver set out to find this
choleest of needles in the hay-stack of
the country Inns that dot the land-
seape of Westchester and adjacent
countles as long ns he brought the
search to a successful end somewhere
this side of the pangs of hunger,

Nevertheless, had not Mr. Tremont,
himself a motorist of no mean experi-
ence, been completely absorbed by the
sudden discovery thst be had his
right arm around an entirely Lew
world, he would have been struck in
evitably by two things. First, thar
this was certnlnly not any one of the
cllmbing roads to the Greenwood hos
telry; second, that the muan at the
wheel knew more about losing his way
In the vicinity of Manhattan and find-
Ing it again than dld the combined
roadmaps of the United States and
its allles—supposing It to have had
allles at the time. However, Mr Tre
mont's absorption was not only abso-
late but contlnuous so that It held
him in it Inexorable grip right up te
the moment of ghastly awakening and
even over the edge, e was just say-
Ing. “My darling, never fear. I'm
taking you to a place so quiet and so
guarded thut this dream which you
have dressdd In an miespected glory

can flow op unbroken as long us we |

&re true to It and to ourseives,” wnen
the cab drew up at & solems and im-
pressive portal

Without leaving his seat, the eab-
man resched back, unlatehed the door
and threw it open. “Greenwood cemne-
tery, sir” he burked.

The girl was first to graep the |
words, the time and the place. “Oh1I"
abhe gasped, and In the sound of her
ery Mr. Randolph could divine her
whole body suddenly stiffening to &
ténse gwoakening und to the stabblog

ting out and facing his capter or Ilis-
tening to his arm break. He chose
to get down from his seut quickly,
“Well, Bobby," murmured Miss Van
Mr. Randolph attempted no evasion
he handed the lady to the ecurb and
gulded her gently townrd her own
door and up the high steps. “Madge,”
he sald, “vou fought a great fight to-
night and when you had won you felt
sorry for Tremont and surrendered,
You were swept too high on the wive
of the best that 8 In you. Promize
me that you won't forget that you
have won. Promise me that you will
wait and take Tremont, all of him,
with honor™
*What do you mean? What did
you hear?" eried Miss Yan T. angrily,
her pale face suddenly Rushing,
“From the start of the ride to the
finish I heard every word,” decinred
Mr. Randolph frankly, “and more.”
“And more!” repeated the hard
pressed girl. “What do you wean by
more?" She still trled to browbeat
him, but remembering one Incredibly
long kiss, her eyes fell in the unequal
battle with Bobhy's and attempred to
ereate diversion by staring at his gal
tered legs and heavily booted feet.
“Look up, Madge. Look at me”
said Mr. Randolph and wualteqd pitlent-
ly until first her long lashes flutiered
and then her lovely eyes swept slowly
up to his face. “That's IL" Le con
tinued as thelr looks met and looked,
“Let's hold that so we can't lle"
| “Why should I Ue If you really heard
everything®” asked Miss Van T. and
suddenly smiled.
| “Madge, you little devil," sald Mr,
Randolph, suppressing an lmpulse to
shake her, “ean you think of what
you've been dolng and laugh?"
“Yes, I can, just now,” sald Miss
Van T, In little gasping phrases that
to &8 man, especially one of Mr, Ran-
‘dolph’s llmpid nature, carrled only
thelr face value In words, but which
to any woman would have read as
plainly as the red-weather signal,
'Look out for showers of tears fol-
lowed by storm.”
L “Well," sald Mr, Randolph solemnly,
‘it you really don't realize just where
you bhave been, let me tell you. First
you flew high Into clean air and you
took Trement with you. You were
possessed of a vision and you made
him see it, too, a mirage of those
lifted places that are the altur of the
mind before love. Just & mirage, an
lllusion of perfect happlness, which
cold reason tells us we can't ever turp
Into reinforced concrete and plant In
the yard, but which we must elther
forever hold as a vislon or admit that
love Is a sordid and wingless thing”
Miss Van Telller's eyes fell from
his frank gnze. Something seemed to
crumple within ber; she put bher arms
around Mr, Rundolph's peck, clang
to him, dropped her face sgalnst his
shoulder and sobbed, not noisily, but
8% one who weeps to rest
e held her elose to him and went
on, his face set us though to a duty
“Then what did you de? Because he
hesitated, mervly hesitated at the high
door of. adoration, you promptly
glemmmed 8 and _dropped  plumb

rEht now™ More sobs, convulsive
ones, that ghook the slim body in Mr,
Randolph's  embrace {rom twitching
shoulder to tired feet,

Lest the reader be startled by what's
coming next It will do well to remind
Bl that  thls polgnant scene  was
“iaged nt three o'clock In the morning
ot the high stoop of the Van Telller
resiilence in East Ninth street and
Dever left the perlmeter of the door
mit which in ltself preonted an al-
thest feminine contrmdiction, In that
It hore, done in red on its face, the
word “Welcome,” but was neverthe-
lesx padlocked and ehilned to the 'ron
ratling.

Even ns Miss Van Telller wag sob-
bing her heart out and Mr Randalph
was standing In the bewilderment of
one wWho knows he has nol ouly taken
the wrong turnlng bhut placed hoth hia

el m oa bewrtrap. s thick, henvy,
nusympnthetle volce arose from the
foot of the steps,

"Here! Youse! Break away an'

come nlong of e

Memories of 8 misehlevons hovhood
swarmed to Mr. Randolph's mind ree-
ollections  of fduys when, ne
ehief of the Mudison Square wnng his
enrs ind tingled to the ery of “(heese
It, de cop! We'se plnched, fellers ™
A cold swent came out upon hig brow :
he slowly relaxed his grip on Miss
Van T.s person and whispered tremu-
lously to her to keep her nerve but
hand him her lntehkoy,

thoke

Over bis shonlder he sald  with
foreed ealm, “On what charge, offi-
cer?

“Same old dope.” replled the police-
man phlegmatically ; “drunken, disor-
derly. Come along, now, epr il yer
want me to climb them steps #o's we
¢'n all roll down together?"

During that speech Mr.
made a lucky shot at the

Randaiph
keyhaole,

 stenlthily turned the lock and apened

the door. “The way's clear. Mudge."
he whispered. “Beat 1t."

“Oh, is It, Bobbhy, you dear,” rartled
Miss Van T. in a stage whisper that
conld Lie heard across the street. “1
dldn’t mean It, really, what 1 sald
ahout hating you. But I do lave
Beacher, Bobby, and I'l—pHn—"

“"For heaven's snke, Madge ™
groaned Mr. Randolph, heuring sounda
as of a bear starting to swarm a tree,
“keep all that til New Yenr's"

“T was Just golog to sav.” continued
‘e Van T. bhreathlessly hot with =

" fvod o the coanbirons <hindd-
ow coming up the steps, “that I'll owe
It to you, Bobby. I'll owe It to you.
D'you understand?”

“Sure,” lled Mr. Randolph as he
pushed her firmly through the door,
then caught Its knob, slammed It shut
and turned to mweet Nemesls, “Hello,
Flahaharty "

The huge pollceman stopped his
ponderous but sure progression and
stared long and susplelously into Mr.
Randolpl's face. Finally he gave a
grunt of recognition. “Slim,” he sald
to himself aloud as though somewhere
within his vast bulk there were sep=
arate monltor that had to be tipped
off to the situation, “Slim Hervey."

“Sure,” sald Mr, Randolph, leading
the way toward his wigon. “Who
else did you think it was at this time
o' nlght?"

“How dld 1 know,” demanded Mr.
Flahaharty gruffly but not unpleasant-
ly for him, "us you had taken on de-
Hveries o' fancy dress-goods on top
o' your regulur lpe?”

He breathed heavily and allowed
his eyes to protrude farther than us-
ual In search of a thought which he
sensed In the near distance. “I tell
you, Slim," he flnally contlnued, “I
don' know what this burg Is a-comin’
to. Why, even the street kind used
to have a man to take 'em home, but
this here was a bit o high-fiyin' Auff—
me, 1 could see that—an' they had to
Elve It to a cab!”

“Faorget It,"” sald Bobhy nervously.

“All 1 says,” confinued Mr. Flaha-
harty, “is thank God both o my golls
I8 married to halry men that cun an’
does llck the stuflin’s outen 'em."

“Well, here we are,” suld Mr. Ran-
dolph' as he stooped ta turn her over,

From hls seat behind the wheel he
begun to brewthe more enslly and
leaned out to study the face of his

friend, the ofticer, to muke sure that
thereln was no guile,

“Cheer up, Jim."” he sald not quite
reassured. “Forget (t,"

“I'll try,” sald Mr, Flahaharty dubl-
ously, “but It'll come hard, beln' the
first time T ever seen a thing ke that,
Bhe sure glve you s tussle, Siim ("

(Continued in Next Issue)

OH, GRAVE, THY VICTORY?

A group of told-timers had been
caught red-handed at dice by the vil-
lage preacher, who had delivered a
broadside on the evils of gambling.
When he was through one recalcitrant
drawled:

“Suy, parson, you ever shot eraps 1"

“1 should say not.”

“You ever had a pair of dice
hands 1"

“Emphatically, no!”

“Well, then, what you want to come
?round talkin' to us about paradise
or1"

in your

This decision about moving your
licker is a good deal like the famous
recipe for cooking rabbit.

Even if you have no coal in your
basement it may be a comfort to know

there is plenty of it in the mines.
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